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Behind the Pain


 My first love was yours.
 My first tear was caused…
 By you and your gentle touch.
 For me that was always enough. 

Signal Room
The Day You Ran Away


Raped. 

A term that she had never heard him use before. Grayza had been trying to say that if she failed she was going to be destroyed, but she couldn’t come up with the words. So John had provided her with them: Frelled. Screwed. Raped. With such inflection on it. She had understood what he was getting at. But rape. Rape was raw, ruinous, destructive….but it was also different from what Grayza had been inferring. The other two terms had been right on. But the word “raped” shut the woman right up. It had made a clear point to her. She understood what he was inferring. Even if Aeryn, listening in, didn’t.  

It had been odd, to have him whisper to her as she left the room, left him in there with that horrible woman, to have him ask to her to please stay on comms, as if he were afraid to be left alone with this person. Very unlike him. After facing everything he had over the past four cycles, after all he had been through, he could not be afraid of this conversation…. 

Yet, he had sounded scared. To be left alone with one woman on a Command Carrier filled with people, with the door open. 

When they spoke….they sounded as if they were familiar with each other. As if they had a history, as if they had spoken often before. There was no doubt about it, because there was an undercurrent of hatred in John’s voice, an emotion that had to have a basis somewhere.

And then he had said it. Let it be known that in fact, yes, he and this Grayza were well acquainted. 

Perhaps this is how he had wanted to tell her. Perhaps he had decided that it was time that she knew. Or maybe he had completely forgotten that she was listening, and he had said it only because he had to, to protect himself. His words were full of quiet anger and hatred, and even disgust….a combination that she had never heard in his voice before:

“I have been in your hands……!”

In Grayza’s hands. In that particular woman’s hands…. 

There had been rumors about Grayza’s powers and intrigue, even back when she had been a visitor on Scorpius’ Command Carrier a cycle ago, just after she had returned from Talyn. From…….Valdon, from Dam Ba Da…..and what she had lost. 

Aeryn might have been much of an outcast in her former home while she was on board the Command Carrier, but she had still heard the talk, the gossip, the stories. Some people wondered how that woman, that Grayza, had climbed so quickly in the ranks, and had found power when she was obviously not even cut in the mold of a regular Peacekeeper. She was soft, her eyes were not natural, and it was often suspected that Mele’on Grayza was not pure Sebacean. 

But somehow she had risen to where she was. And Aeryn had overheard talk about a heppel oil gland. She had laughed that off. Heppel oil belonged in the brothels of pleasure planets, and the glands themselves were a death sentence for the implantee. This woman would not have been stupid enough to have one implanted for the sole reason of rising to a level of power that she would then enjoy for half the cycles of a normal life. 

But now she was beginning to wonder about those rumors. John was afraid of this woman. John had obviously encountered this woman since the one time they had both seen her on the Command Carrier, from the way he was talking to her. These two had a history. And John had said those words, and then he had used the word “Raped”, and there was something so meaningful behind the inflection he gave it. Had he been raped by this woman? Was it called rape when a woman did it to a man?

She loved him so much. John Crichton had lived and died in her arms. And he lived again, as the same man….yet so different. They had not had much time together, her and this John. Time to be alone and love each other, once they had come back together. Not until these past few weekens, since he had taken her off of the Scarran freighter, saved her life. 

Despite her mortification that they were about to go into even more danger, so soon after she had been rescued from the freighter, she had realized that John was absolutely right. They had to do it…go to Katrazi. To save Scorpius, of all beings. She knew now that John was her life, and she was his, and this would never change. 

Even as they had traveled toward the enemy’s lair of Katrazi, they were given the blessing of time. It had taken Moya almost a monen to reach Katratzi, even with multiple starbursts. And as Aeryn had healed physically, John had begun to love her physically, and his constant presence, his hovering care, his devoted attention, had helped her heal mentally. 

He was there. Against all odds, he had come for her. She loved him beyond death. And he her. She would never doubt him again. 

But he was also different. From the other John. This would be natural, of course. He had lived a different life, a different pain. His loving was so similar, although he had had to relearn her body. At first, of course, he didn’t know her the way the other had. But that hadn’t mattered. It had been fun….like the first time all over again. 

But it had still….been different. He had, at times, seemed tentative, scared, shy. About himself and his body. And once or twice, afterwards, she had awoken to find him curled up, his back to her, in a fetal position, and if she carefully rose up to look over his back and into his sleeping face, there were tears on his cheeks. 

Something had happened to this John, while she had been away from him. It had happened after they had destroyed Scorpy’s Command Carrier, and the wormhole research with it.  After she had left—no-- abandoned him. Something terrible had occurred, something that had scarred him inside. And it had to be more than the loneliness that he had suffered, more even than the fear of dying alone on that rotting Leviathan that had rescued him from the depths of space. That something, whatever it was, had happened to him physically, and not just mentally. And she was beginning to suspect what that something might have been. 

She didn’t say anything to him when she met up with him in the hall of the Command Carrier after his conversation with Grayza. And she didn’t talk to him about what she had been doing as she had listened in on his conversation. Her thoughts spun in her brain as she tried to digest all these revelations, as her long legs paced with his as they swiftly strode towards the hangar bay where their Scarran transport waited for them, primed and ready to take off immediately to return to Katrazi.   

The PK doctors had confirmed it. The stasis had been released. She was going to have a baby, soon. But John didn’t need more on his plate right now. She could not add this to what he was going through. He did not even appear to be aware that she had heard everything he had said to Grayza, and that it might have an affect on her. He was simply too overwhelmed by the immediacy of their danger, the next move that they would have to make, to survive. 

The time would come, when she could tell him that he was about to become a father. But first, she needed to keep this man alive long enough to savor the news, and the joy of knowing his child. 


.........................



The bombed out carcass of Katrazi was a planetary day behind them. While everybody else celebrated their momentary breath of freedom, John had cried in her arms. The guilt over the destruction and deaths that he had caused had overwhelmed his human consciousness. 

When he finally fell asleep, drugged by exhaustion and raslak, she slipped out of his quarters and went to find the others. 

Nobody had spoken much about what condition John had been in when they had found him on the leviathan called Elack. They had all seemed rather close-mouthed about the whole period of time as it was. The most she had learned was that it had been Rygel and Chiana who had found John on Elack. And that Sikozu had just arrived there. From there, she hadn’t been told much. They had all gone to find D’Argo and Jool on some planet where they had been on an archeological dig. It had been there that they had almost been caught by some Peacekeepers, but they had escaped when the ancient leviathan Elack had slammed himself into the PK ship in a suicide maneuver to save them. 

It had never occurred to her to question deeper into the identity of the PK’s who had come after them. 

Could it have been a high level contingent led by Grayza? 

Of course it could have been. John had won out against Grayza on Scorpy’s Command Carrier, embarrassed her. And John had pointed a gun at that woman. She clearly hadn't been pleased with that. Grayza was the kind of woman to hold a serious grudge, and she would have been looking for John Crichton obsessively, as both Crais and Scorpius had done before her. 

How could she not have seen this before? How could nobody have told her what happened? Why hadn’t she ever asked? Frell. She was going to find out now. 

She burst into Chiana’s quarters, unannounced, and almost turned about to walk out again….embarrassed ….an emotion that she had distinctly developed through closeness with a human. They were not necessarily in the act, but it was something of a shock to find a Luxan and a bare-legged Nebari wrapped up in furs together on the bed. They were both awake, and D’Argo quickly sat up with a question in his eyes. Aeryn Sun did not often come uninvited into other crewmember’s sleeping quarters without good reasons. Chiana casually reached down and pulled the furs that had been disturbed by D’Argo back over her exposed gray eema. 

The Sebacean and Luxan stared at each other in silence for so long that Chiana eventually sat up and joined in the stare. It was she who finally broke the silence. 

“What the frell is going on, Aeryn? Is something wrong? What do you want?”

Aeryn barely controlled a startle, and she quickly cleared her throat to voice what she had been trying to formulate in her head. It came out bluntly, in the form of speech that she used to use so much more, as a PK trooper. 

“Tell me what happened to John. When the Peacekeepers found you all on that planet.”

Both Chiana and D’Argo froze for a moment. And again, the three of them were motionless and staring for a stretch of time. 

Finally, D’Argo turned to look at Chiana, and her head swiveled towards him. It must have been his eyes that spoke to her, because no words passed between them before Chiana jumped out of the bed, completely naked, and cried out at him:

“Not….not me! I’m not going to tell her! That…. that’s not my place, it's none of my business, and I am not going to have anything to do with it!”

And she scurried away into the refresher, sliding the door closed behind her. 

D’Argo stared after her a bit longer, before he cleared his throat and turned back to Aeryn. 

“Ummmm.” He paused. “Uh. Would you mind if I got up and dressed before I answer that question?”

“Why?” She heard herself shoot back. “Do you think I am going to tear you apart when I hear, and you don’t want to have your mivonks exposed to danger?”

D’Argo had swung his legs out from beneath the blanket, and he was sitting at the edge of the bed, but he moved no further. He pondered the question for a moment. 

“Something like that. Yes.”

Aeryn glared at him for a moment, but then she turned her back on him, crossing her arms and shifting her hips to wait impatiently for him to slip out of the bed and throw a robe around his huge torso. When she heard his footsteps behind her, she turned around and waited expectedly. 

He stood there looking rather helpless, his red robe draped loosely across his broad shoulders, his bare feet spread apart on the golden floor. It was clear that he did not know where to begin, but she did not prompt him. It was time for him to volunteer the answer. 

“I.” He suddenly shrugged his shoulder in an exasperated manner and swung away from her, his arms crossed in frustration. She waited, staring at his back. He did not turn around as he finally spoke a full sentence. 

“The planet was called Arnessk. And it was Grayza’s contingency that somehow figured out that John, Chiana and Rygel had joined us there. Although, I imagine that it was John, as usual, who was the target for the PKs.”

“So Grayza was with the Peacekeepers when they arrived?”

“Yes.”

“And what happened?”

He turned slowly around to face her again. 

“Do you know anything about that woman?”

“I have only heard rumors.”

“Well, the rumors you’ve heard are not rumors. They are fact.”

“She has a heppel oil gland?”

He nodded, his eyes, so full of emotion, resting gently on her now. 

“So…..she….she used the heppel oil on John?”

He nodded again. 

“Frell!” She turned about and strode angrily across the cell and back. 

“She raped him?!” She glanced at D’Argo as she passed by him, and she queried him. “It would be a rape right? Even if the female was forcing the male?”

Clearing his throat yet again…..he supported his affirmative nod with words. “Yes, Aeryn. I would call it rape. He had no control over his actions, or his body, so he was forced to do it.”

“Frell, frell, frell!”

He took a deep breath and decided to tell her the rest. 

There wasn’t that much more to tell, actually. He wasn’t going to give her the small details, he certainly wasn’t going to admit that he had made John go back for more, and she wasn’t really going to ask for the finer description. But he did tell her how Grayza had raped him in front of other people, adding to his humiliation, and how Noranti had complicated the confusion and pain that John must have been suffering by accosting him with her herb dust, and how the old lady had later taken advantage of his vulnerability and gotten him hooked on the laka. 

Aeryn made a mental note to strangle the old lady next time she saw her. 

By the time D’Argo had finished filling Aeryn in about Arnessk, the refresher door had opened and Chiana stood still in the opening, tears running down her face as she listened to the Luxan. She did not move forward until he stopped his soliloquy and looked in her direction. Aeryn did the same. 

Her steps were tentative, and the tears were relentless as the little Nebari moved towards the Luxan and Sebacean, her family. 

“I…..I didn’t know what to do for him Aeryn. I…..I knew it had to be horrible for him, so much worse for a man than even what I went through….” She glanced at D’Argo as he made a movement. Apparently, this was a revelation for D’Argo as well. Aeryn had long suspected that something destructive—damaging-- had occurred in Chiana’s life during the hiatus, too. 

Aeryn spoke gently.

“No, Chiana. It couldn’t be worse. Just as bad. But there was nothing you could do for him. Not against an entire platoon of PKs who held you captive.” 

Chiana bowed her head, and the tears dripped onto the golden floor. D’Argo stepped forward and enfolded her in his huge grasp. Aeryn stood for a moment more and watched them, and then she turned on her heel and left the room. Neither of them acknowledged her departure. 

She strode down the curved hallways of Moya purposefully, but also unsure about what her next move was. Kill Grandma was surely high on her list….but the old lady might not be really responsible for her own insanity, and she had been very coherent and helpful at certain times during their acquaintance. D’Argo had just told her that, ironically, it was the laka bug that had finally helped John to break away from the spell of Grayza’s heppel oil. And it had been Noranti who had shown him what it was and how to use it.  

Either way, as she entered the center chamber, which had been taken over by the old woman and her concoctions, Aeryn passed on the concept of immediately accosting Noranti because the old woman was not alone. Rygel was also there, stuffing his face as usual with some of Granny’s questionable delicacies.  

The Hynerian had nothing to tell Aeryn when queried about what happened to John on Arnessk, and she believed him. D’Argo had told her that Rygel had been on Elack for most of the time, and Rygel’s story was consistent with D’Argo’s. 

Noranti stared at Aeryn with wide eyes across her bubbling, steaming pots  as the ex-Peacekeeper questioned the Hynerian about what happened to Crichton on Arnessk. Her eyes grew wild with fear as she listened, because it was clear that Aeryn knew the whole story now. Which meant that she was aware of what Noranti herself had tried to do with John. This did not bode well for her, and the old woman jumped away nervously as Aeryn Sun finished with the Hynerian, turned in her direction and stepped forward.  

She tried to keep her face complacent, to try to not let the old woman sense how close to danger she really was. It was obvious that the lady knew what she deserved, that what she had done had earmed consequences. 

But what Aeryn could not even begin to figure out was what the old woman’s motivation had been in the first place. She might have been confused about the dangers on Arnessk, but why had she encouraged John to stay away from Aeryn herself, to deny their relationship?  What had been in it for her?

Noranti had nowhere to go. She was backed up against the window console, and the ex-Peacekeeper was closing in, invading her personal space, but not for long. Aeryn’s nose wrinkled a bit and she took a step backwards. Not far enough to allow Noranti to leave, but at least putting enough distance between them to lessen impact of the pungent odor that emanated from the old woman. Rygel had, amazingly, stopped eating, and he was observing the scene with distinct interest. 

She tried to keep the questions simple. She had discovered in the past that detail, or innuendo, confused the old lady, sending her down roads of endless tangents. 

“Old lady. Were you aware of what Grayza was doing to Crichton while you were on the planet Arnessk?”

Noranti nodded her head vigorously. “Oh, yes. Oh, yes. That woman. She raped Crichton. She used the oil of Heppel to force him to be her lover, and to trick his mind into telling her whatever information she wanted to get out of him. And she took him in the caves, she took him on the rocks by the sea….”

Aeryn closed her eyes. The details she didn’t want, need. The old woman continued on, gibberish now. “And the monster of the sea, the priests, they all claim the power, of the Darnesk Probes, the beautiful trio of sculptures that triggered twelve-thousand cycles of--”

“Noranti, shut up!”

She didn't shut up, but suddenly the old woman slipped back to the topic. “, and only Crichton knew, and he would tell, he would talk, I….I never expected him to see so much. There was a power in him that I didn’t know about. And so I exposed him to too much. He knew too much.” Her shifting eyes settled on Aeryn, and they showed a flicker of sanity in them. “I had to do it, Aeryn. I was wrong, in the end, but I had to do it. I tricked him into jumping off the cliff. I thought he would die. I did not know that erplings could swim. At the time.”

Aeryn could understand that Granny had not figured that Earthlings swam until their sojourn on Earth, when even Noranti had been willing to try to lower herself into a pool. The sight of the old lady in an earth “bathing” suit had been shockingly disturbing. Her underarm hair was at least five inches long. 

But she was losing track of things. Focusing on Noranti again, she asked the most important question. 

“Why the laka? Why did you give it to him. Encourage him, trick him?”

The old lady stood a bit taller and looked Aeryn straight in the eye. 

“To get over you.”

Aeryn stared at the woman in confusion. Was she in love with Crichton, too?

The old lady broke eye contact for a moment, but came right back. 

“At first he missed you. So I offered him the laka. And then you brought back his worst enemy with you. So I gave him the laka to keep him strong. I did not use the dust anymore on him. It unleashed too much in him. I had discovered that when I first met him. I should have remembered on Arnessk.”

“When you first met him? You mean when we first took you off the Command Carrier? You drugged him before I had even left Moya? Why?”

“Because he needed to see the truth. He was refusing to see the truth. He had to see how it would be with you. Except that he saw it so much worse than it might have been. It frightened him. And it revealed to me your secret. I told him what I had found, but he had been drugged, and he did not seem to realize what I had said until it was too late. You had already left.”

The rage was building up inside of her as she listened to this woman’s round-about way of getting to a point. She found herself trying to decipher the woman’s words, as if they were code, and the process was infuriating. 

What was she saying? If Granny had dusted John while she was still on Moya, it would explain those incidents, when John had seemed completely out of control. D’Argo had had to tongue him at one point. But her secret? Was it through Granny that John had learned that she was pregnant? Had this horrible old wench told John what was only her own business to tell, and as a result John, so terribly hurt that she had left without telling him, held a grudge against her to hide his pain? Was that what this had all been about? 

She had known that John hadn’t found out about the pregnancy from D’Argo or Chiana. He had already known. And that had confused her. He had just been upset about the fact that she herself had left without telling him, and the confusion about who could be the father. He had not known yet about the way a stasis pregnancy worked, that the baby could have been conceived years ago.

 But the old lady had poisoned him in more ways than one, and the result had been pure emotional torture for both her and John. The frelling bitch. 

The smelly old woman was still standing before her, jabbering on as if she did not have a coherent thought within her, and Aeryn could not contain herself any longer. Her Peacekeeper training kicked in and the next thing she knew, she had grasped the old lady by the neck and slammed her up against the window, her body shaking in fury, the old lady’s shaking in fear. 

“Now, Aeryn--” Rygel began, moving in a bit closer, in a voice that did not display much worry.

“Shut it, Rygel.” Was her immediate and precise response, and the Hynerian froze, hovering a few feet away, and he did not speak again. 

She was trying to gather words to express her anger towards the old lady, as her hand closed tighter on the bony neck. She despised herself for doing this to an elderly lady, but at the same time, she did not care. So much torture, so much suffering….when they could have had each other, comforted each other….

“Aeryn?”

His voice, rough, tired, and utterly unsurprised that he had walked in on her while she held an old lady by the neck up against a window, spoke from where he stood in the entrance to the galley. Just as he had, or his spirit had, spoken on Valdon. She had turned around and he had been there. Even as she had known it had been impossible. He was not really there. 
 
In a rather disarrayed fashion, the old lady slid down over the window console and onto the floor, as Aeryn Sun released her and turned to face John Crichton, who was really there. She ignored Rygel, who had glided in closer to, in a rare display of concern, check on the status of the old woman who lay on the floor. 

John stepped into the room, his tired face wearing a question, a slight crease between his brows. He glanced down once at Noranti before those deep blue eyes rested back on Aeryn’s face. 

“What’s up, Aeryn?” He jerked his head slightly down towards Noranti.  “What’d she do now?”

She could only shake her head a bit. Her voice, her heart was too full, her love for him to tangible to allow her to speak. 

He said her name again, and now he was directly before her. If she would just lean forward, her head would lay safely on his chest. 

And she did just that and, just as she expected, his arms reached around her and pulled her in tight. In here, safe in his arms, in a whisper, she could finally talk. 

“I know, John. I know what happened to you. With....” She wondered if this would bother him, to hear her say that woman’s name, and sure enough, she felt the tremor run through his system. “With Grayza”. 

He did not answer her. But the shaking continued. 

“I understood what you said to her, on the Command Carrier, the other day. About being in her hands. You told me to stay on comms, remember? So I did. Did you intend me to hear what you said? Or were you really just afraid to be alone with her?”

A slight chuckle emanated from his throat at this, and she knew the answer before he spoke. 

“Uh, the last. The woman scares me almost as much as that Scarran bitch.”

“You mean the one with the hat?”

And they both laughed, and Aeryn knew that they were back on safe ground. They could move on. She glanced down at Noranti, stifling a flash of guilt, and saw that the woman was watching them from the floor….with a smile on her face. 

Aeryn rolled her eyes and took John by the hand and led him out of the galley. She’d had enough. Heard enough. Understood enough. 

And as she made love yet again to John Crichton, she made sure that he knew that she understood him completely, and that it was her turn to help him heal. 

They talked and they talked and John cried, as he slowly began to let go of some of his shame, his terror, his humiliation. It would take a long time, this healing. 

And when they woke up in the morning, he had a question for her. And it was Aeryn Sun’s turn to be caught in the web of truth. She had learned his secrets. He wanted hers…..

“Aeryn.” He had said in that low, sleepy voice that made her want to suck on his lips again. 

“Ummm” She answered as she turned towards him, shifting on the pillow, to do just that, capture his lips between hers…..

His finger came up and rested between their mouths, effectively staving off the kiss, and he spoke. 

“Aeryn. I want to know where you were. What you did. When you left me. I…think I know what you were doing. But I want to know what happened to you. What you went through. I….just need to know.”

And she sat up, at a loss, and stared down into the powerful depths of John Crichton’s blue eyes, and knew that it was time. They were done with secrets. Her life was his and his hers. There was no more room for secrets. Everything they had ever done belonged to both of them. 

